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SYNOPSIS. u,
THE narrator of the story, with a friend !'

named Marlow, goes off from a vessel
to an inn on the bank of the Thames,

_ where they are the guests of Mr. Charles fit
Powell, whom they recognize at once as a

seaman retired. Indulging in reminiscences,
Powell tells them of the time when, having at
served his apprenticeship, he passed his ex-
amination for second mate and then had a

hard time finding a ship. Directed by a b<
friend, he tells how he went to a namesake
of his, Powell the shipping master, in Pen- P'
church street, London, who, taking a fancy ru

v to him, was able to get him a berth at once .

as second officer of the Ferndale. He joins
the ship that night in dock, when there is no o\
one on board but the shipkeeper, and he >

turns into his lonely bunk prepared for any-
'

thing that may happen, and only knowing di
that he has shipped for a period "not exceed- r

ing two years, to voyage anywhere between
latitudes 70 N. and 60 S."

ne

/ Continued from Part I. be

eND I noticed before the to

match went out that
this cabin had originally °f
two bunks, one above
the other, but that the 1°
lower one had been
knocked away quite recently,because the places where the side be

piece butted on the bulkheads showed te

bare on the clean paint. tr

"I wondered if that had been done with n(

the humane and refined intention of fitting U1

by andi by a chest of drawers in there. m
Then I' pitched the roll of my bedding into sc

the bunk, but took no trouble to spread it
out. I wasn't sleepy now; neither was I m

tired. And the thought that I was done 00

^ with the earth for many, many months to is
come made me feel very quiet and self- yc

contained, as it were. Sailors will under- w

stand what I mean." m

OSarlow nodded. "It is a strictly prov
fetSGlonal feeling," he commented to us.

°''

"Bat other professions or trades know co

nothing of it. It is only this calling ^'

whose primary apj>eal lies in the sugges-
'

tion of restless adventure which holds out W1

that deep sensation to those who embrace sc'

it. It is difficult to define, I admit." oa

"I should call it the peace of the sea," a

said Mr. Charles Powell in an earnest m'

tone, but looking at us as if he ex- -,0
n<ir»tPr1 VtA mpf Hxr u lanrrh rlo**ic? 1m^ *

and were half prepared to salve his repu- se:

tation for common sense by joining in it. ar

k But none of us laughed at Mr. Charles ri^

^ '

Powell, in whose start in life we had '

been called to take a part. He was lucky th<
in his audience. We remained serious, trj
some from ignorance, others for an abso- dis
lutely contrary reason. in
"A very good man," said Marlow. "A hu

sailor finds a deep feeling of security in sit
the exercise of his calling, which is so be
much specialized, not only in the charac- in

bt ter of its'exertions and its duties but in in
its surroundings. It is unique and it is is
alone; its activity goes on, as I've said, pe
in solitude and silence. It is certain that, im
once in the keeping of the sea, you be- wl

i come the inhabitant of a world which is us

J not overpopulated and which holds no Nc
rewards. The exacting life of the sea ste
has this advantage over the life of the th<
earth, that its exactions are simple and wi
cannot be evaded or argued away. They an

are also unchangeable. It is a calling in wT
which there is no room for that diversity olc
of judgment which is the sign of insin- inl
cerity and errors affecting the pursuit r

of the arts and trades and professions of fai
the earth. It is an incorruptible calling. an

that's why it has remained humble. "IS
"You cannot intrude passion into the ha

exercise of seacraft, and as its perfect eh
mastery brings no material recompense 1
in its train it has nothing to fear from els
the wiles of enviousness, nor can it be wi
morlo nrnnlrPil Kir oTtranhmis Phi

tion tending to personal advantage. All ha
this makes, for a peace independent of an

y storms, snoals, fogs and drakness.the ab
peace of the sea which abides in the spi
hearts of its inhabitants who are.or used pie
1o be.sailors. Theirs was a moral life, loc
One thought, one aim, one duty, one shi
penalty, bound you to your fellows. en;
"At sea you dare not say, or even think qu

to yourself, 'Devil take 'the hindmost.' of
You've got to be moral, whether you like I
or not, for this reason.that you have no ale
other welfare but the welfare of your ga1
little world, which depends on the faith- the
fill discharge of their trust by all the hei

, ship's company. It's a pity the earth is the
not more like a ship sent out on a voyage;it's a pity that it won't be steered to
or handled and navigated and kept fit to bee
meet the dangers of space. he
"There is something pleasing lo my im- ^li

agination in the conception of the sue- we

ceeding generations, informed and faith- Pes
ful. taking over the duty, with the course ,#r'
to be steered and the responsibility to be
borne, from their gray haired predeces- ^e;

sors, leaving the deck for a long watch
below. It would make better men of her ro'

! population if the earth were more like a
'l

ship that has got to be brought into a

port of final discharge safely some day.
Rut she isn't. She merely drifts." '

WD"More like a raft with castaways,"
suggested our new friend, looking in- ^(inictfiiTAlir ni flic, srntisiknr mtip atlem-

tion to his discourse was agreeable to
Marlow.
"No, no," he protested pleasantly. "Let

us try to be just. This planet is much ^
more comfortable. It would ill befit us ma
sailors to compare the predicament of ^
our earth to a situation whose enormity

t of horror and suspense passes the limits enj
r of comfortable pity and renders its vie- ion

tims themselves dreadful to our imagina- "

tion. If the metaphor is to be carried a j
on, I should say that our globe resembles shi
rather a rudderless and unrigged hull nee
launched haphazard upon the deep. "

Naturally the mob on board.you mo

couldn't call them a ship's company, the
having no collective trust to keep and me

B answer for, and nothing to do that really lea
matters.go on fighting among them- mi:

B selves for the stores and the accommo- ene
V over each nlher a s

for precedence, ever since they had to

I
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^epks (
aiucu w uaiaiicc lueuiBtiv iu b

id eternity on their hind legs,
ion my word what else would you
iem do. I should like to know?
"Their world makes no call upon
ielity and their vigilance. Oppresse
ie ignorance of their fate, they give
Mention to the incertitudes of their tl
ig souls and the misery of their hu
idies. The necessity to stave off
mgs of doubt and starvation which
iver be appeased for many days togc
is made them crafty, violent, fea
rerbearing, subtle and unhappy. We
ive the luck to be trained young foi
fferent demands of our life are no m
>r them."
"Gospel truth," said with animation
;w acquaintance, whose attention
'ginning to flag a little. "I've been s

notice myself that whenever a s;

arts in business ashore he's made a

in no time."
"You've observed correctly," said I
w with an encouraging indulge
Such is the fact. And, however rej
ble in individual instances, it need

; deplored beyond measure, for it b
stimony to the moral excellence of
aining, where guiding principle is d<
)t getting. Brought up to do th
ider the penalties most distastefu
an's spirit and body.'the penaltj
orn, with the penalty of death never

the background.we become honor
ystified in the presence of mul
urses of action whose secret mainsp
the simple little verb 'to get.' Let me

>u, Mr. Bowell, that the same forn
ill serve for the making of a good
an as of an upright man. I .hear
ated, when a young officer, by an

lief ma'te who must have been
usin to Father Neptune himself, if
ent by the size of his venerable be
tiis appendage stood now and then in
ay of his getting employment, bul
orned the notion of shaving it off
use he was an upright man as wel
good sailor. He had occasion to ret
e for the way I went about some he
b or other, and he ended with
ards:.'If you want to be any goo<
a you hart better remember that tJ
e only two ways of going to work,
tht way and the wrong way.'
'You'll observe that this is exactly w
e moralists are driving at. But
mquillizing view of our conduct car

stinguished with some clearness <

a world whose destiny, howt
mble, is practically, visibly and
)ly dependent upon our action. This
said of a ship moving night and

solitude and silence like a guided pis
space and eternity, of which the
the only symbol accessible to our

rfect senses and capable of stirring
agination. But of the earth, tow
lich we have no duties that would t
out of ourselves, this cannot be s,

> wonder, then, that a sort of holy pe
'als over the spirit of a seaman at
Dught that he has joined a handy s

lere the rule of life is hard but cl
d has done for a time with the ea

lich is as unmanageable as Not
1 ark in every respect, but not so i

labited.not by a long way."
rhis facile comparison appealed to
ncy of Mr. Charles Powell, ex-sai
d provoked his self-satisfied hilar
'ot a happy family by any means. 1
! All the animals kicking and bitii
? Ha! ha! ha!"
But one's appreciation of someb
e's wit cannot be kept up very 1
th any satisfaction. Mr. Powell,
uraged by our silence and lmmobil
rked back with a frown to his c

cient: impressions. "What you
out a holy peace stealing upon
irit, and so on, is all very well. It
asant experience, after kicking ab
ise ashore for months, to feel an s

ip under your feet. I dare say It was

ioy the sensation that I made my \

ickly out on the quarterdeck inst
trying to snatch a sleep In my berl
iiven in tne deptb ot a clouded ni

mgside a tall warehouse the Fern<
re him the notion of a powerful ship
> breadth of her beam, the fine sheei
stout rails fading in the gloom forwi
looming shapes on her deck and

istantial size of whatever he happe
put hjs hand on in the dark. He hai
>n fifteen minutes on board and aire
began to feel as proud as can be of
is was good for that peace of the s'p
had been talking about. And the s

is of the dock should have helped to k
up not a little. N
Chere wasn't a footstep or a splash t<
ird in all that open space. It was lil
ssed dormitory for ships lying
md, one behind another, tucked sni

mgside the low cargo sheds. The fa
towering ranges of their masts seei

spring up from the ridge of the re

i he couldn't tell which was afloat
ich was ashore. Nothing at all mo1
ire and there a glass lamp glimmera
lse obscurity, like a night light in a J
>m. He had never seen anything so

tly and mysteriously still in his wl
i, he assured us.
I spread my elbows and propped
n On the rail an/1 rmchl fn Tiav/i

fned as peaceful as though the ship
:n lying becalmed a thousand miles fi
nearest land," he said. "But I di<
oy this holy peace, as you call it, v

S
That's because," suggested Marlow v

gentle and persuasive superiority, "

p was not a thousand miles from
irest land."
'I couldn't have been more totally
ved from it if it had been," protes
i other earnestly. He had neither
ans nor the slightest inclination
ve her. He had been five and twe
nutes on board, and that was t
>ugh, even in the dark, to get fond
hip, when one knew that one belon
her. and to get penetrated by t
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pace sense of possession and security which P
And seems to enter into one through the soles c

have of the feet when one steps upon a good s:

honest ship's deck. j'
their But instead of remaining peaceful he a

d by became discontented in less than half an is
their bour after joining that ship, he confessed
link- to us- That doesn't say much for that ti

ngrj. peace which steals, eh? And yet he was t!

tbe done with the shore.quite. There wasn't t]

can anybody there to care whether he ever

4her P11* 011 ^an<^ a&ain; no one to be si

rful 'P^ease(i at the chance that came in his y

who way or sorry t0 see S°» except per- I

the liaps S°0(i woman of the house,, Dal- 1*

atchiskm way, where he used to hang out I
when in London, and she was mainly ^

_ vexed to lose a good lodger. She pressed Ql our
her thin lips together very tight and P
helped him in his packing with an air of o:

ador exasPerate(^ forbearance. tl

^ j "I suppose she thought I was a sort n:

^of lunatic to go off like this," he com- f(

tfar-

L-th. "There Wasn't Anybody There t o
1 5. Foot on Lansvell

the merited. "I don't know what my rich va

lorf widowed aunt might have thought. I ar

ity, didn't suppose she had any very tender th
[jat feeling for my person, even if she did in sli
,g_ the e id leave all her money to me. She th

quarrelled for fifteen years with her only bo
0(jy brother, my father, as people on shore ki
ong do quarrel, you know, about things that sa

en_ ;have neither right nor wrong to them fei
tty,1 anyhow. Still, she was the only .relative sa

)wn I had in the wide world, and so I'd man- W
say aged at the cost of some money and m;
the worry to make time that afternoon for a be
;s a dash in a hansom up to her door in one sq
,0Ul. of them dead streets "at the further end goLbh>'o'- Bayswater. It wrs her habit to watch fi0
3 f0 me through a long handled double eye-
vay glass all the time I was making my way

sp]
ea(j! across her sitting room, trying not to
h." tread upon her silly little dog; and when (p]ight' I sat down at last, she would proceed to

op
ja]e 'show her' interest in me'.you know.

()U
by start putting questions about myself an

r 0f which made me feel foolish and angry at
ird the same time.

ea
the "And when I got restive and offhand his
ned in my answers she would raise her double jjr
In't eyeglasses calmly and remark, 'It's ha
ady extraordinary how you resemble your ne
her. father.' That used to ruffle my temper tu
lirit more than anything else. Why extraor- to<
till- dinary? Who's a man to resemble if not T1
&ep his father, I should like to know? I told an

jher once that I was very glad of it, and ho
> she made a sort of a blank face at me. lei

a Did she exipect, I wonder, that I should he
a'l apologize for the resemblance. Upon my tic

"S1?: word, I think you're right; the people ce
int' ashore, who have nothing but their own :>n

T10('ifads and fancies to think of, are too
)0^s much for us. With the poor man dead W(anr' and gone years and years ago, there she re,f(-^'! was, trying to get me on her side, as it ut]1 in; v, , .. , ,

y

were, 111 tuai imseraoie quarrel, or wmcn wj3e(^|l don't know anything to this day. And, m,
f,or'|mind, she wasn't an unkind old lady, but wj10 0 11 was not sorry to find she was out. She kn

would never have understood any one of es:my
my many feelings; she would have been an

ka(j shocked at my excitement and my hurry, ea

romjand, as likely as not, offended at my not it
being able to stay with her more than of

_ fifteen minutes. I desired the girl who foir6ry opened the door to tell her mistress that mi
I had called, that I was sorry, that I was in

'the g0*ns to sea at six next morning and that wl
I would write from Port Elizabeth. ne

"When I had finished, her face was a t0

re-'picture of distressed stupidity, so I re- wt

ited peated all these things over again as
the slowly as my patience to be off would th
to allow me to speak. 'You understand. no

nty ,don't you?" I asked-her in a kind, sooth- sic
iine ing tone. 'Oh, yes, sir,' says she. Before he
I of I got fairly through the front gate she wl
god was after me down the palh. her cap th
hat streamers flying behind her. 'Please, an

I
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ir, who's it I am to say you are going to sc

je ?' 'h
"That's the sort of thing you run against st
t every turn ashore. I went off without to
nswering her and till the old lady got so

iy letter some four months afterward I no
ave no idea what conception she could pr
ave formed on the object of my visit and ar

lie purport of my message. No doubt she so
ut it all to my resemblance to my poor st<
ither. But I had done what I ought to w<

ave done in common decency at some do
ersonal inconvenience. And the cabby 1
harged me five shillings for that excur- ha
ion. You know.when a young fellow, dr
ust passed, has been hung up looking for efi
ship a month or six weeks.five shillings hi

5 a sum" th
He paused with downcast eyes nodding pr

;> himself at some train of retrospective fr
hought having its source in this simple to
ruth of an economical order. co
"It's jolly near eighteen years ago," he th
lid, looking up firmly, "so I can tell II
ou I was a perfectly straight young man. lo
didn't cotton up particularly to the old uj
idy; I saw but little of her; and besides sii
always felt myself.felt, you under- se

tand.on the side of my father in that si;
uarrel they had before I was born. The go
oor man died when I was a kid just out fe
f petticoats, you know. I wasn't aware
lat she was thinking of leaving me her cl<
loney. I was so precious innocent that tn
>r all her biggish house and three ser- an

Care Whether He Ever Put by
d Again." q

ha1
nts it never occurred to me she had fri<
tything to leave. I was incapable of ma

inking about myself apart from some dis
ip or other. Don't you run away with sel
e idea that I expected to see these five wh
'b come back to me with more of their rec
nd. I' did the right thing just for the wa

ke of decency. I had no tie of hope or vai

ar to leave on shore. I was a proper ves

ilor boy at that time, I can tell you. gla
hen I paid the two ruffians who carried irri
y chest aboard and had tipped that dis
imbugging bobby I could feel I had oth
uared up my accounts*with the land for see

od and all.and no thanks due to anydy,either." ord
Coli'I fear," began Marlow, that in pre- ^ ^nting with some few pieces of silver the
serlect band of the earth's delegates who at- jtided you to the edge, so to speak, of the

ean, you imagine to have recognized ade- ^

ately the auspiciousness of the occasion not
d the solid merit of your attendants, ten
ich is not the case. With unphilosophi- ser

1 petulance you brand honest 'Ted' and dk<
5 pal wjth the name of 'ruffians.' I re- mo

et your inconsiderate haste. They may res

ve been lacking in that amenity of man- ser
r and in fhnsa <rrao&a hf cnnnrfiniol ten

re on which the sage (and fhe sailor, itie
o) would disdain to set too great a store. n0

leir thoughts might have been inelegant sta
d their words few and rude, but their of
nesty was solid and superlatively excel- cor
it. It was in no way "he outcome of in- cat
rited emotional impulses or misty tradi- cen
inal notions of right and wrong or trans- all,
ndental reveries of free will and duty ins
d conscience. loo

'Those two men were virtuous as science
>uld have all mankind virtuous. That is of
ssonable. They founded their honesty sag
>on the force and plenitude of the rare am

sdom .that knows itself.. No nerve. No wh
nscle. They knew what they lacked, and, dis
lat's more, they were faithful to their
owledge. This is immense ! Virtue thus Ma
tablished is as dependable as adamant ext
d rises above the temptations of this aft
rth. Learn to venerate its power. To the
alone you owed the happy preservation hal
your luggage and the chance of safety yot

r your precious start fli life ! Those two p0
serable night birds grounded their ethics ter
the mighty law of inexorable necessity, per
lich rules us all. This is genius. Har- j0j]
SsinST lishtnimr to a hroneham i<= nnlhintr
it. Do not let us mince matters. They opu
;re great! to ,

"But I confess that my admiration for in
e constable is by no means so pro- cor

unced. That officer appears to me con- to
lerably less estimable just in this that divi
imagined himself master of his fate;|spe

iereas his conduct never soared above: tim
e momentary instincts of expediency cut
d prudence. There's no foundation in| A

.
*
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ience or philosophy for the maxim that sh<
onesty is the best policy.' Though its bo
ead.V and official application enabled him '

treat his betters with injurious in- mj
lence and undeserved contumely I am It
>t to be dazzled by the vain pomp and nil
lvueges or aurnoruy in mgn places, soi

id I cannot but deplore that a familiar a c
rt of cowardice induced you to be- doi
ow a coin which would have been more wo

orthily employed in being flung into the
ck. '

\ge;
Vlarlow ceased. And Mr. Charles Powell
istily closed his mouth, which had been '

opping open wider and wider in the 0ll|
fort of his innocence k> absorb and make n0|
s own by the way of the gullet both 3
e sound and the sense. For such is the
imitive instinct of humanity, descended ^jn
om its obscure childhood and surviving jf
this day in many veridic idioms of ^
mmon speech, as for instance "tasting cer
e eloquence" or "drinking in the words." US
e then closed his jaw abruptly, swal- stu
wed visibly, and dashing his open palm a(p
ion the table, exclaimed aloud in the "

icerity of his wonder:."My identical km
ntiments to a T about that bobby! Jolly I
;ht better for the half crown to have thi
ne plop into the old dock. I remember obj
eling that at the very time." vaf
He gazed in silence ^11 his ruddy face, gu<
)uded by the throes of intellectual mis- I d
11st, clearing up, at last assumed a jovial tici
d sympathetic openness. dis<

: for

waj
and
thir

'Get along with you! What are you "]
ing to get at?" he apostrophized Mar- "]
v suddenly in slangy tones and with a mit
owing wink. "1

Phis boisterous interpellation and this
ak Marlow acknowledged sufficiently ^as
a non-committal smile.
Phat an excellent understanding should nfw
re established itself between our old
;nd and our new acquaintance was re-

ono

rkable enough, for they were exactly eaS"

similar; one individuality projecting it- np
(

t in length and the other In breadth,
ich is already sufficient ground for ir- ^

oncilable differences. Marlow, who
s lanky, loose, quietly composed in
ied shades of, brown robbed of every ^

tige of gloss, had a narrow, veiled *iac*

nee, the neutral bearing and the secret *

tability which go together with a pre- j 'us
position to congestion of the liver. The 1DR

er, compact, broad and sturdy of limb, ^aI
med extremely full of sound organs yeal
tctiouing vigorously all the time In rest
[er to keep up the brilliance of his as 1

oring, the tight curl of his coal black
r and the lustre of his eyes, which as- com

ted themselves roundly in ^a j^orid, m'n

dly face. lor's
letween two such organisms one would ing
have expected to find the slightest cre^

lperamenjal accord. But I have ob- 'Ia
ved that 'profane men living in ships, in *
1 t ill. lirvlir mnn <r.. t Vw\ .... ,7 nv..In

nasteries, develop traits of profound
emljlance. This must be because the ap'P1
vice of the sea and the service of a ^

lple are both detached from the van- a£ai
s and errors of a world which follows ^
severe rule. The men of the sea under- ^a'°
nd each other very well in their views s^ip
earthly things, for simplicity is a good *
msellor and isolation not a bad edu-/11"or.A turn of mind composed of inno- *
ice and scepticism is common to themi ^ £with the addition of an unexpected ^
ight into motives.as of disinterested M
kers on at a game.
You can't get very far with that sort cjar
chaff," pronounced Mr. Charles Powell oept
;ely. "I had a good ship under my feet

j. "'j*1 a clear eighteen pence in my pocket, 'moa
at looked like a fair start, and I wasi "g
contented." mac

It is a state common to all humanity," ^

rlow consoled him. "It has been even

oiled as divine by some wise men.. "A
er a good dinner I should say.when!
invigorated human frame harbors a ]()W

ibling and unchastened spirit. Haven't> "I
1 ever heard of divine discontent, Mr. Pov
well? Thines divine are full of ihtr.;'1
y. Certainly the sum of eighteen ;use
ice may oppress a sailor who has just wha
ied his ship and has no use for wealth ~

^

;h the sense of vast and superfluous <<j
ilence.an experience, by the by, denied ow
i Rothschild or a Vanderbilt, who live
terms of money. But this sort of dis- ^
afort apart, I don't see what you had "I
complain of. Was your discontent Pla*1
ine, Mr. Powell? Or was it only that.
aking without offence.you were at the M
e an exceptionally cantankerous young to \

with a swelled head?"
Ir. Charles Powell took no offence. He

'

N.

x>k his head slightly, looking at' the of
wl of his pipe. Pr(
'Nothing had happened much to swell
head," he said, "in this piece of luck.

hadn't as much merit as getting a win- evt

ig ticket in a raffle. There one puts in of
nething of one's own.a shilling or half ^
:rown, as the case may be. But I had on
tie nothing. I hadn't put in a penny»rthof my own." (^pej'Except some considerable cheek," sug- jj
sted Marlow in an encouraging tone, me

'hat at any rate, you'd dohe."
'I wias pretty nigh desperate," pointed
t Mr. Charles Powell modestly. "That's wil
thing to be proud of." all;
darlow addressed us:.r"Look at him! a

> wanted to get on and at the same np!
le to have every right to be proud of it, thn
you don't call that being exacting!" *aVeall looked at Mr. Powell without ^
emony, as though he were a lay figure for
;d for demonstration. He smoked on as

rdily. A not very respectable voice yo'

ranced with a half laugh:.
It's a sort of morality, don't you gri
dw." "l
iut Marlow was too subtle to accept
s rude attempt at generalization. He ,asj
ected to it in the first instance as too tra
?ue altogether. "Whereas," he ar/ viek1, mockingly, "when I say exacting j^.
efine the precise symptom of this par- th«
ilar form of common disease. This ch(
ease is egotism, which, !n its acute ^
m, attacks the male young of the wr
nan species. Women used to be free Tri
m it before they.but let that be.
ey've lost that superiority. His discon- |>a(
t might have been moral or not, but rey
my case it was unnealtliy. L u

un<Ixcept for the helpless imbecility of ex- jjp
ssion, which lends a certain pathos to as
stoicism of a dummy figure, Mr. ,T.'ie[I orgveil sat among us as if his breast were jje

eed made of insensible wood. But I wjf
Id not forget that the man had some ver

t of inside capable, without doubt, of
ing offence at Marlow's peculiar kind ceir
badinage. For myself, I must confess bac
some liking for this game of digging '

ler the emotions of trivial existences,
irein the rich significance of things is mei
m found.as a mine of diamonds may of
discovered in commonplace surround- aac

5. It was in a spirit of conciliation that wjf(
entured to say:. gen
[t was respectable." due
r. Powell, without moving his head, fra' s ° ' mainowledged my interference by looking pUr
ne out of the corners of his eyes.if hea
ti round eyes may be said to have cor- j^as3. Yet in him, this peculiarity was jocjfrom being owlish and went well with ters
resolute aspect of his face. He was holi
ud eyed, as some frank, naive boys
You could perceive that there were mx.
corners in his character and no a si
)ked thoughts in his head. And, with a,'d
that, he was not unintelligent. He
st have understood my intention. Tak- imp
the pipe out of hi£ mouth, he re

kedin an undertone for me only:.
T , ,. , , don

1, 1 don t mind what he says. tj01
Fou understand each other pretty bis
1," I observed. Kl°i
[ know his sort. It isn't a bad sort,"
said, going to the window to look at the
cutter still riding to the flood. "Al- kno
rs chasing some notion or other round nov
round his head for the fun of the

. doll
lad.Keeps them in good condition," 1 said, mes

Lively enough, I dare say," he ad- tiy*
ted. .

'
witWould you like better a man who let jng

notions lie curled up.that is, if he he
any?" a^n pla1That I wouldn't," answered our very per]

r acquaintance. Clearly he was not Aft
cult to get on with. "I like him well wbc
ugh," he continued, "though it isn't
7 to make him out. He seems to be am(
to a thing or two. What is he do- figu

dau
informed him that our friend Marlow
retired from the sea in a sort of in b

-hearted fashion some years ago. till
r. Powell's comment was, "Fancied ^F<
enough of it? wag
fancied's the very word to use in A c

connection," I observed, remember- t
the subtly prpvisional character of w^j"low's long sojourn among us. From xievi

: to year he dwelt on land as a bird unf<
s op the branch of a tree, so tense,
It were, with the power of brusque
it into its true element that it is in- time
prehensible why it should sit still M
ute after minute. The sea is the sai- 'ow>
i trite element, and Marlow, lingeronshore, was to me an object of in- rJag
nlous commiseration, like a bird hapj
oh secretly should have lost its faith
he high virtue of flying. The
e were all on our feet in the room your

l and Marlow,i brown and deliberate, °^<
roached the window, too. out_(
Vhat was the name of your chance with
in?" he asked. a sb
r. Powell stared for a moment. "Fern- '(UV

mer
; the 'Ferndale, a Liverpool owned f.ust
Composite built." At

ferndale," repeated Marlow thought- j^r
r; "Ferndale."
£now her?" abru
)ur friend." I said, '"knows something cutt<
very ship. He seems to have gone about a m«

seas prying into things considerably." Qo °'
arlow smiled. "I've seen her at least as t.

' time
Che finest sea boat ever launched," do- s.tar:
ed Mr. Powell sturdily, "without ex- ^ngion." And
she looked as if she were a very com- 1U£ '
able ship," assented Marlow, "uncom- f^pr
ly comfortable. Not very fast, though." 'u

she was fast enough for any reasonable *

i .w'hen I was in her," growled Mr. a" '
rell, with his back to us. aQy
tny ship is that for a reasonable man," j>ralized Marlow in a conciliatory tone.
sailor isn't a globe trotter." cuitJ
"Jo," mattered Mr. Powell.
Rime's nothing to him,"" advanced Mardon't

suppose it's much," said .Mr. '|Jrell. "All the same, a quick passage is
ather in a man's cap."
['rue. But that ornament is for the <i(:
of the master only. And, by the bye, "

t was his name?" f:, j.?he master of the Ferndale? Anthony,tain Anthony." ,
'

ust so. Quite right," approved Mar- f
*

thoughtfully.
ar new acquaintance looked over his ) {ilder. "What do you mean? Why is ,

ore right than if it had been Smith?" '

yjle has known him probably," I ex-
aed. "Marlow, here, appears to know ex(.jething of every soul that ever went ,jlerit in a sailor's body." ajr. Powell seemed wonderfuly amenable
verbal suggestions, for, looking again sai]jof the window, he muttered :."He was
od soul."
ais clearly referred to Oatifain Anthony

the Fe-rndale. Marlow addressed his
>test tcfl me :.

I did not know him. 1 really diduV
was a.good soul. That's nothing veryoh ou.it of the way.is it? And I didn

'ii know thai much of him. All 1 knewliim was an accident called Fyne."tt this Mr. Powell, who evidently couldrebellious, too, turned his back squarelythe window.
What on earth do youmean?"hea.A"'An.accident.called.Fyne." hereited.separating the words with disgust,thirlow was not disconcerted. 'T don'i
an accident in the sense of a mishap,t in the least. Fvne was a rruvH Htt-lo
a in the Civil Service. By accident 1
a.ns that which happens blindly andhout intelligent design.. That's generythe way a 'brother-in-law happens into
nan's life."
barlow's tone being apologetic, and our
w acquaintance having again turned to
e window* I took it upon myself to
v:."You are justified. There is verytie intelligent design in the majority of
irriages. but they tire none the worse
that, intelligence leads people astraymuch^s passion sometimes. I know

a are not a cynic."
Harlow smiled his retrospective smile,tich was kind as though he bore no
idge against people lie used to know,
ittle Fyne's marriage was quite sucisful.There^was no design at all in it.
iie, you must know, was an enthusi:icpedestrian. He spent his holidaysinping all over our native land. His
ites were simple. He put infinite contionand perseverance into his holidays,the proper .season you would meet, in
> fields Fyne, a serious faced, broad
>sted little man, with a shabby knap kon his black, making for some church
eple. He had a horror of roads. He
ote once a little book called 'The
imp's Itinerary' and was recognized as
authority on the footpaths of England,
one year, in his favorite over-tlhe-fields.
'kway fashion, he got into a pretty Survillage,where he met Miss Anthony,
re accident, you see. They came to an
lerstanding. across some stile, likely,tie Fyne held some very solemn views
to the destiny of women on this earth,
nature of our sublunary love, the obitionsof this transient, life and so on.
probably disclosed them to his future
e. Miss Anthony's views of life were
y decided, but not so solemn. T don't
>w the story of their wooing; I imagine
ras carried on clandestinely and, lam
tain, with portentous gravity. At the
K or copses, oemnci neuges.
Why was it carried an. clandestinely?"
lquired.
Because of the father, a savage sentiatalist,who had his own decided views
a daughter's duties. He was a terror, H
the only evidence of imaginative facaboutFyne was his pride in his

i's parentage. It stimulated his inuity.too. Difficult- isn't it -to intro- fl
e one's wife's maiden name into genIconversation. But my simple Fyne
le use of Captain Anthony for that
pose, or else I would never even have
rd of him. 'My wife's sailor brother'
t the phrase, lie trotted out the sailor
ther in a pretty wide range of sub:s.Indianand cjolonial affairs, mat.of trade, talk of travels, of seaside H
days and so on. Once I remember
wife's sailor brother. Captain Anny,'being produced for glory in eontionwith nothing more recondite than H

unset. And little Fyne never failed to
:.'Tlie son of Carleon Anthony, the

t, you know.' lie used to lower his
for that statement and people were

iressed, or pretended to be.
The late Carleon Anthony was a poet H
i past age. He sang in his time of the
pestic and social amenities of civilizaLwith a most felicitous versification,
object being, in lus own words, "to
"ify the result of six thousand years'JM
lotion toward the refinement n|®ughts and sentiments.' Why he fix"® H
term at six thousand years I don®
w. His poems were like sentimentalels in verse of a quite superior qui^|It was like being taken out for
ghtful country drive by a ohai-mi
y in a pony carriage. But in his d^|pfcic life li" showed traces of the prim® H
cave dweller. n

He was a massive* implacable mn
h a rugged face, arbitrary and exaet^^^®
with his dependents, though he could
marvellously suave in his manner to
liring strangers. These contrasted disvsmust have been particularly exas- H
iting to his long suffering family,
er his second wite's death his hoy,
>m lie persisted, by a mere whim, in
bating al home, ran away in eonven- H
al style, and as if disgusted with the
mities of civilization thrcy himself,
rately speaking, into the sea. The
ghter (the older of the two children),
or from compassion or because women
naturally more enduring, remainediondage to the poet for several years, B

she, too, seized a chance to escape by
>wing herself into the arms, the musrarms, of the pedestrian Fyne. This
either great luck or groat. sagacity. H

ivil servant is the last human being H
lie woyld I shauld; imagine to preserve
se traits of the cave dweller from
ch she was fleeing. Her father would
pr consent to see her afterward. Such
)rgiving selfishness is difficult to un- H
hand, unless as a perverse serf of re- ^^^kuent. There were also doubts as to ^^kcomplete sanity for some considerable^®before he died." ^i?®®
ost of the above I elicited from Mm"forall I knew of Oarleon Anfnonyhis unexciting but fascinating verse,
low assured ine that the Fyne marbwas perfectly successful and even
jy, in an earnest, unplayful fashion,
g blessed besides by three healthy,ing, self-reliant children.all girls.
y were all pedestrians, too. Rven the
lgest, who was only just over two yearswould wander off quite half a mile if
restrained. Mrs. Fyne had a ruddy, H
pf-door complexion, and wore blouses
a starched front like a man's shirt,ind-up collar and a long necktie. Marhadmade their acquaintance one suminthe country, where they were ac- B

omed to take a cottage for the holidays,this point we were interrupted byPowell, who declared that he must
e us. The tide was on the turn, he
>unced, coming away from the window
iptly, and he wanted to be on board his
er before she swung, lie was gone in
>ment, unceremoniously, but giving us
fence and leaving behind an impression
hough we Mad known him for a long H

The ingenious way he told us of hi
Iin life had something to do with puthimon that footing with our band.

VPt n on rv ll C rroun o

lim again ; no one except Marlow, who
essed a confident hope of coming across
before long. H
le cruises about the mouth of the river 1H
he summer, lie will be easy to fiud
week end." he remarked, ringing the
so that we might settle with the waiter,
iter on I asked him why he wished to
vate this chance acquaintance. He

ipologeticadly, that it was the H
monest sort of curiosity. I flatter my- H
that I understand all sorts of curioscuriosityabout daily facts, about daily
gs, about daily men. It is the most retablefaculty of the human mind ; in H

I cannot conceive of the uses of an iu)usmind. It would be like a chamber
etually locked up. But in this particcaseI opined that there appeared but
? to And out. Mr. Powell seemed to
t given us already a complete insighthis personality, such as it was; a per- H
lity capable of perception and with a
ng for the vagaries of fate, but essenysimple in itself./arlow agreed, but explained that his

excited by Mr. Powell H
usively. It originated a good way furbackin the fact of his accidental ac- fl
ntance with the Fynes, in the country.chance meeting with a man who had
d with Captain Anthony had r <]^B|d it.

(To Be Continued.)
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